CHAPTER   3 6

THROUGH THE DARDENELLES

NAKED as on the day I was born, I drew my oars into the boat
and looked around. The Lake of Geneva is just five miles
across at the Montreux end, something over an hour's steady
pull either way, and when you are half-way across you are
clean out of sight from the land and can be a nudist without
feeling that you are being depressingly conventional.

I have swum all over Europe, in the Seine, Marne, Rhine,
Spree, Danube, Vistula, Save, Traun, Inn, North Sea, Baltic,
Mediterranean, Adriatic, Wannsee, Lake Mirow, Lake Balaton,
Lake Constance, Lake Lugano, but I know of no swimming
that compares with that in Lake Geneva, at the Montreux
end and far out in the middle.

The water is forget-me-not blue, and as clean as if it were
taken out every day and washed and it sparkles and invigorates
like champagne. It is nectar itself, it falls straight out of the
heavens on to the mountains near at hand and comes straight
down to you, little man, spluttering around, an infinitesimal
speck somewhere in the middle. In the distance the snow-
crusted fangs of the Dent du Midi, above you a burnished blue
sky and a blazing sun, around a green and flowery lakeside.
On the slopes grows a wine as friendly as the water itself, gay
and cheering and without a hint of malice in it, and at
Villeneuve a little hotel gives you meals of omelet and fish
and chicken and pommesfrites and cress and cheese and fruit
that you never forget.

, After a month of it I was for the first time in my life done
really brown on both sides and durchgefiittert> and yet I hadn't an
ounce of spare flesh, but more muscle than I had ever had
before. Somehow I had in forty years never fed properly, and
realized it now for the first time. In those office-boy days in
London before the war you snatched meals of ham-rolls and
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